BERNABO OF LOMBARDY

Of Milan, great Bernabo Visconti,

God of delight and scourge of Lombardy,

Why should I tell not of thy misery,

Since in all power thou did'st climb so high?

Thy brother's son, and doubly thine ally,

For he thy nephew was and son-in-law,

Within his prison shut thee up to die,

But I know not how death to thee did draw.

UGOLINO, COUNT OF PISA

Of Ugolino, Count of Pisa's woe

No tongue can tell the half for hot pity.

Near Pisa stands a tower, and it was so

That to be there imprisoned doomed was he,

While with him were his little children three,

The eldest child was scarce five years of age.

Alas, Fortune! It was great cruelty

To lock such birds up into such a cage!

Condemned was he to die in that prison,

Since Ruggieri, Pisa's bishop, twice

Had lied, intrigued, and egged old passions on,

Whereby the people did against him rise,

And thrust him into prison in such wise

As you have heard; and meat and drink he had

So little that it could not long suffice,

And was, moreover, very poor and bad.

And on a day befell it, at the hour
When commonly to him his food was brought,
The gaoler shut the great doors of the tower.
He heard it well enough, but he said naught,
And to his heart anon there came the thought
That they by hunger would leave him to die.
"Alas/' said he, "that ever I was wrought!"
And thereupon the tears fell from his eye.

252